The Tragedy 

A figne of dignity , a garifh flag, 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous flioc, 

A Queene inieft, oneiy toftllthefceane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children, wherein dofl thou ioy ? 

Who Cues to thee,-and cries, God faue the Queens ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftreffed widdow ; 

For ioyfhll mother, one that wailes the name j 
For Queene ,a very catife, crownd with care ; 

Forone being fued too,one that humbly fues j 
For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

Forone that icornd at. me.nowfcornd of me. 

Thus hath thecourfe of iuftice whcl'd about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more being what thou art. 

Thou did ft vfurpe my place, and dofl thou not 
Viurpe the itfft proportion of,, my fortow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beareshalfs my burdened yoale.* 
From which,euen here, I flip my wearied necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Tcrkes wife,and Queene of fad mi (chance, 

Thele Engliln woes will make meTmile in France , 

Jgy. O thou well skildincurfes, flay awhile. 

And teach me how to curie mine enemies. 

G^Mar. Forbearc.to fleepe the night, and fa ft the day, 
Compare deaths happinelle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bettring thy Ioffe makethe bad caufe worfcr, 

Reuoluing this will.teach thee how. tocurfe. 

words are dul^O quicken them with thine. 
*Thy wees will make them lliaip,& pierce like mine 
T) ttt. Why ihould calamity be full of words? Exit M*, 
.(?• W indy atturnies to your clients woes* 

Aiery fucceeders ofinteftatcioycs, 

Poore 

- 
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^Richard the Third. 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

in them haue feope, though what they do Impart 

Helpe not all,yet dothey eafe the heart# 

Put. If fo then be not toung-tide, goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned- foune, which thy two fonnes Another d. 

I heare his Drum, be copious in exclaimcs. 

■farter Krug Richard , marching with Drums , 
and Trumpets. 

Kinr, Who -intercepts my expedition ? 

Duf. A (Tie, that might haue intercepted thecl, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe. 

From all the" {laughters wretch*, thatthou haft done; 

' Vu. Haft thou thatforehead with a golden Crowney 
Where fhould be graitep , if that right were, right. 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdc that Crownef 
And the Sire death ofmy two fonnes, and brothers ; 

Tell me thou viilaine flaue , where are my children ? 
D«r.Thou tode,thou tode,where is thy brother Clarence! 
And little Ned Plantager.et^his fonner’ 

Qui Where isikuid Ji-aSlmgs > Ewers dtighanfiraj ? 
King. A flourilh Trumpets, ftrfkealaram Drums, 

Let not the heauens heare thefel tel-tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, Strike I fey. The trumpet* 
Eytherbe patient, and intreat me faire, found**. 

Or with the clamorousireports of warre. 

Thus will I drownd your4xdamations; 

D#n Art thou my Tonne -? 

King. I,Ithanke God , my Father, and your felfe. 
•Dvt.Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kmg. Maddami haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot b: ooke the accent ofreproofe, 

But. I will be mild and gentle in my fpeech- 
King. And briefe good mother for I am in haft* 

Tut. Art thou fo haftie,! haue ftayd for thee, ‘ 

God knows in anguifh,paine,and agonie. 

Kmg. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

_ -Oar. No by the holy rood thou knowftit well, 

~hou camft on cartliyo make the earth my hell;- 
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